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I stop, for of the quivering emotion of this poem I feel that very
little subsists in my translation. And I spoke of it only for this reason:
What an amazing anthology one could make (in which would fig-
ure for instance the page of La Bruyere I copied out recently) group-
ing and bringing out of all the great writings of the past the revolution-
ary element It seems that school work consists in taming the classics;
they appear tempered, sobered, softened, inoffensive; familiarity has
dulled their sharpest weapons. They cannot be properly read without
giving them back some of their edge.
At sea, 12 February
Flee! Inhabit for a time some abstract, hollow, and unfurnished re-
gion or other, in which to abstain from living, from judging, yet with-
out betraying or deserting any cause.
We were to leave Marseille yesterday at four o'clock; but, because
of the strikes, the loading had not been completed before night It was
during dinner that the Canada imperceptibly got under way.
Marcel de Coppet, now Governor-General of French West Africa,
with whom I am traveling, got me a very comfortable cabin. I feel
very reduced, very well-behaved. Yesterday I was still running a tem-
perature of 100.4 degrees, and all these last few days doubted if I
could leave. No curiosity; almost none; rather acquitting a sort of
duty, or obligation, toward myself: the hope that, once there, I shall
be grateful to myself for having gone. Yet, right up to the last moment,
I hoped for the little calamity that would keep me from going and
would allow me to think: "What a narrow escape!*'
Remained stretched out all morning, soaking in emptiness, incapa-
ble of thinking, even of reading. At about eleven o'clock we enter a
foggy region in which the ship advances slowly, timidly, and blowing
its foghorn.
At moments one even doubts whether we are still advancing; then
a sort of barely perceptible pulsation gives evidence of the ship's effort.
14 February
Got up at six o'clock. Bands of reddish clouds torn by the Atlas
Mountains. In the saloon two priests are celebrating Mass. Through
the open door I watch at length two kneeling nuns whose faces I can-
not see, as far away from the altar as the width of the room allows;
very simple, very beautiful bearing, without any ostentation. No other
people.
At Algiers from eight to noon: visit to the Heurgons, whom I
greatly enjoy seeing; but very little pleasure in seeing Algiers again,
so faded since the time of Wilde.
And all the rest of the day I remain in bed. Numbness, torpor.